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work which presents no special difficulties of execution. Why it
was immediately followed by the Walkurenritt is more than I can
explain. Whether Richter, in a frenzy of contempt for the London
musical public, resolved to shew that it had no sense of artistic
congruity to be shocked, or whether he took just the opposite
view, and thought he would indulge himself with a Mephisto-
phelian joke at its expense, is more than I can guess; but certain
it is that the last divine strains of Parsifal were still in our ears
when the wild gallop of the Valkyries was upon us with a
heathenish riot. And I can unreservedly assure Richter that a
more villainous performance of it never was heard before in St
James's Hall. To offer us such an orgie of scraping, screeching,
banging, and barking as a tone-picture of the daughters of
Wotan was an outrage to Wagner. Surely Richter does not con-
ceive Ortlinde, Waltraute, and the rest of them as a parcel of
screaming, delirious viragoes, without grace, strength, majesty,
or regard for their steeds. For that is the sort of Valkyrie Ride
suggested to me by fiddles rasped as if they were whirling grind-
stones, and trombones overblown until they sound like cracked
cornets. Such treatment degrades Wagner to the level of Wiertz,
and makes novices guess that Walkiirenritt must be German for
"cruelty to animals,9' which The Meister abhorred with Shelleyan
intensity.

I have often enough done justice to Richter's genius as an in-
terpreter both of tone poetry and of absolute music to claim ex-
emption from all suspicion of ill-will towards himself or his
school; and I suffer too often from the vapidity of orchestras
which, for all their polish, fail miserably whenever sustained tone
is needed, to undervalue the example set by the Richter band
with its magnificent sostenuto. But when it comes to depending
on the reputation of the band and the conductor to dispense with
careful preparation, and to snatch popular victories with exciting
pieces like the Walkiirenritt by dint of what I can only describe
as instrumental ruffianism, then it is time for every critic whose
former praise meant anything but acquiescence in the fashion of
admiring Richter, to warn him that unless he promptly takes
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